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Nothin But The Dog In Me 


Dog Day Afternoon 
Nothin But The Dog In Me 
Axis POV 


Another typical Tuesday night down at the Cathouse. Watered down drinks and overpriced beers rest in our 
hands as we watch girls we had all fucked dance and parade around topless. Don't get me wrong, | love the 
ladies, but my truest affections belong to Izzy. I'm not really sure where Izzy stands. He's not a person who 
shares his feelings with you too much. We fuck, but | don't know if it means anything to him. But | guess I'm 
guilty of not sharing my feelings too. I've never told him how | feel either. 


| look up at Slash and Steven trying to break the sacred rule of a strip club. NO TOUCHING! Not like they 
haven't already touched them. And it's not like they won't procure one to take home with them. Still, they have 
trouble following rules. Duff sits next to me swilling the watered down shots of Vodka with a four dollar beer 
chaser. On my other side is Izzy. He's apparently enjoying his heroin more than the expensive drinks and 


strippers. He's nodding out. | elbow him in the ribs. 


‘I'm up," he mumbles as he slowly raises his head. His eyes he fights to hold open | can't really bitch because 
we didn't have a gig tonight. Our standing band rule is that drugs are cool as long as it doesn't interfere with 


gigs. 

Just then this overweight stripper comes up to us. Who the fuck hired her? She's not something that we 
wanted to see. We don't fuck fat chicks. "How about a lap dance sweetie?" She smiles at Duff as she rubs her 
tits. 


Duff takes a shot and looks up at her. He sprays his shot all over her as he sees how fucking fat she is. But 


being the gentleman he is he composes himself. "Not right now." 
Then she turns her attention to me. "How about you honey? I'll give you a private dance for half price." 
l'm not as nice as Duff, and l'm known for saying shit | shouldn't. "Not if you were the last chick on earth." 


She scowls and turns to Izzy. He's already shaking his head but the fat ass stripper straddles his thighs and 


runs her hands down his chest. "How about you sweetheart, | bet | can wake you up." 


"You're three times my size. l'm not into it" His tone is dry and indifferent but his words get the point across 


to her. 


She looks pissed now after three rejections. So she turns to Slash and Stevie. "How about it guys, you want to 


go in the back and have a little fun" 

"Not with you," Slash rolls his eyes. 

"Yeah, we're not into fat bitches," Steven interjects. 

She just stares at us all for a moment. "You're all dogs! Fuck you!" 

"Get out of here with that shit," | say trying to look around her at something better looking on the stage. 
She pulls something out of her g-string in a little draw string pouch. Fuck, how'd she find that under all those 
rolls? She dips her fingers in it. She sprinkles it on all of us to witch we get pretty pissed and start in even 
harder with the verbal abuse. "And dogs you will stay until you learn some respect." 

"Get the fuck out of here," Steven pushes her. She just gives this eerie smile and leaves. 

So we go about our business. We take some strippers home. Slash and Steven both have one. | picked up one 
for Izzy and | to share. However, | think Izzy's more interested in his high than the chick. We go back to Izzy's 


shithole dope house because he's too trashed to sell dope on the streets. Steven and Slash steal the bed and 
get rather noisy. | try not to look at their bare asses bobbing up and down. Duff passes out in a chair 


clutching at a bottle of NightTrain. Izzy slouches by the window which he spends most of his time home at, 
selling folds of smack that he's cut to nothing to feed his own habbit for free. He watches me and the 


stripper fucking on his dumpster couch occasionally. 


Eventually the strippers leave and we all pass out satisfied. | just stay on the couch. At some point Izzy joins 
me and we both fall asleep sitting up with our heads using the back of the couch as pillows. Slash and Steven 
pass out across Izzy's bed. And Duff has been out since we got here. And this is the end of another typical 
Tuesday night in the life of Guns N Roses. Exciting isn't it? 


The next morning | wake up to find myself somehow curled up on one of the couch cushions. | look next to me 
and see a black Labrador Retriever curled up next to me. Did Izzy get a dog? | sit up and look around. Holy 
shit! What's wrong with my eyes?! Everything is black and whitel! Maybe its just the lighting. So | dismiss that 
and look to my right. On the bed are two more fucking dogs. A skinny ass Greyhound and a black Poodle. | look 


over to where Duff was last night. | see a fucking Great Dane crammed into the chair. 

OK, apparently l'm the butt of a joke. Ha Ha guys. | woke up to a bunch of dogs. I'm sure the guys aren't far 
because they would want to see my reaction "Funny guys," | say but | realize that my voice doesn't seem to 
sound like me. Like not at all. I'm.Barking. What the fuck? “Izzy! Izzy where are you? | call out in a series of 
barks. Fuck, I'm a dog too! "Izzy?!" 

"What man?" Answers the Labrador next to me. Oh shit! Izzys the fucking Labrador! 


‘Izzy wake up!" 


‘lm up..Why the fuck are you barking?" Hecasks lifting his head to look at me. His head quickly scans the room. 


"Whose dogs are these? Where are you?" 
"lts mel l'm right here!" | bark. 


Izzy runs his big black paw over his face. | guess he notices that something is not quite right with his 


apperance. "Holy shit.What the.. I'm colorblind!" 


"Yes," | bark, "You're a dog. We're all fucking dogs! That stripper is a goddamn sorceress or something! She 
turned us all into fucking dogs!" 


Izzy jumps off the couch and just looks down at himself standing on four paws. He lifts one up examining it 
with a cocked head. Then he jumps up on his bed in the middle of Slash and Steven. "Guys wake up!" He barks 
and starts to judge them with his nose. 


| jump off the couch and rush to Duff. I'm surprised at how fast | reach him on four legs. "Duff! Duff" | bark 


He lifts his head to look at me. "Hello doggie. Who do you belong to?" 


"Duff its me! Axl! That fat bitch turned us all into fucking dogs!" 

"Woah, | must still be drunk," he mutters thoughtlessly to himself. 

"No. This is reall We're all dogs. Look!" | bark and look back at the guys on the bed. Slash is looking at his dainty 
poodle feet and Steven is scratching behind his ears. "Look at your hands! They're paws! Haven't you noticed 
that everything is in black and white?!" 

Duff looks at his paws, "Oh shit." 

We all make a circle on the floor looking at each other. 

"I'm a fucking poodle? Really?" Slash says noticing his little round Poodle ankle and shaved legs. 

"Ooooh, what kind of dog am |?" Steven eagerly asks 

"You're a Greyhound," | tell him. "Duff, you're a great Dane. Izzy, you're a Labrador. What am |?" 

"A Doberman Pinscher," Izzy tells me. 

"What the fuck do we do?!" Duff barks loudly. 


"| don't know," | say. 


"| do. We find that fat whore who turned us into dogs!" Slash barks. His bark sounds so much more.. | don't 


know..Refined than all of ours. 


"Yeah, I'm biting that bitch," Izzy barks. 


Doggy Door 


Doggy Door 
Izzy's POV 


How the fuck am | gonna get high as a dog? | can't cook it up. | can't shoot it. And where is a dog's vein? How 
do you find it for all the fur? Better yet, how do | sell drugs like this? At least that fat bitch didn't turn me 
into a little lap dog. At least this way when | bite her it'll fucking hurt. | can't believe this shit. Why? What's 
the point of all this crazy shit? Is this because we insulted her fatt ass? But right now we have a bigger 
problem. How the fuck do we get out of my apartment? 


"Guys, how the fuck are we gonna get out of here?" | say and can't get over the fact that l'm barking. This is 
too fucking weird. Damn, | wish | would have left my fucking window open. But | have a fear of junkies climbing 
in and stealing my dope. 

They all look at me then to the door. "Maybe we can turn the knob," Duff says and walks over to the door. 
He's eye level with it in his massive Great Dane body. He opens his mouth and clamps it down on the doorknob. 
He tries to turn it but he can't turn it all the way. So much for that. 

‘Izzy, see if we can push your window up," Axl suggests. So we both go to the window and rare up on it but 
our paws just slide up the glass and our toenails click on it. We can't get any traction to push with fucking 


paws. 


"| gotta piss," Steven says and goes into the bathroom. Luckily the lid is up so he hikes his leg and starts to 
pee. Unfortunately his dog aim is off and he pisses on the back of the toilet. 


"Watch your aim motherfucker," | bark at him. 
"Sorry man, this is new to me," he says and lowers his leg. 


"We have to get out of here," Slash says sitting down looking so prim and proper when he does it. Honestly, 
him as a poodle is kinda funny. But | guess if he had to be turned into a dog it was that or a sheep dog. 


"Well we're open to suggestions here man," Axl barks impatiently and starts to scratch at the window, still 
trying to figure out how to raise it. 


"Maybe we can dig out," Steven says going over to the door and trying to dig. 
"You can't dig through concrete dumbass," Slash barks turning his nose up at him. 


"What if we bark until we get someone's attention?" Axl perks up one ear. 


"How's that gonna work when the door is locked from inside and I'm the only person with the key to the 
outside?" | tell him. 


He gets down off the windowpane sits down with a lowered head, " We're dead." 

"We're not dead, we just have to use our heads. There's some way out of here. There just has to be," | say 
and start sniffing the walls and base boards. What the fuck am | doing? Why am | sniffing? But | can smell 
everything now. This has to be a dog thing. But unfortunately not even my dog sense of smell can get us out 
of here. 

‘lm hungry lzz, you got anything to eat?" Steven asks me. 

“Anything | may or may not have is in a refrigerator that we can't open, so what's it matter?" | yelp in anger. 


"Great," Slash says, "we're gonna fucking starve to death and die in here." 


‘Guys stop saying that, you're scaring me," Steven says climbing back up on my bed. He lays down and rests 
his sad head on his paws. 


"We aren't gonna die," | say, "Eventually somebody will have to come over. | am a drug dealer afterall." 
"Yeah, but how the fuck do they get in?" Axl growls at me. He looks funny snarling and showing his teeth. 
"We'll get them to open the window!" Steven perks his head up. 

"Unless they speak canine | don't think that's going to work," Slash barks in his prissy sounding dog voice. 


"So that's it? We just nope around Izzy's apartment until we starve to death?!" Steven asks standing on all four 


on top of my bed. 


"Shut up and let me think," | say as | continue with this weird smelling. And without thinking | find my nose 
sniffing Axls ass. 


‘Izzy... | love you man, but if you don't get your goddamn nose out of my ass l'm gonna bite it off," he says 
rather calmly, but | know he's completely serious. So | decide to let my dog nose sniff elsewhere. 


"We can't just stay here and diel" Duff barks loudly and starts running around my whole apartment. | hope he's 
not looking for a place to shit. "l.. | have to get the fuck out of here!" 


"Your suggestions are welcome,’ Axl adds in exhasperated as he sits. 


"Oh god! Oh god! | can't breathel!" Duff says still moving erratically and in a panic. "Axl movel" He barks and 


takes off running. He leaps on my bed and springs from it with his paws straight out. He's about to fly right 
into my window. Suddenly | hear glass shattering. Duff just jumped through a fucking pane of glass. Shit! He did 
it! He freed usl! 


Dog Benefits 


Dog Benefits 

Duff's POV 

| guess it was a pretty significant case of panic that made me decide to jump through the glass on the window. 
| just felt like the walls in Izzy's apartment were closing up on me. | couldn't fucking breathe. | figured that | 
was a big enough dog to actually break through the window. All | really needed was the proper momentum. | 
guess my calculations proved to be correct because | made it. I'm outside and | can breathe again 

When my feet landed on the pavement outside | expected to be cut from head to tail. But | don't think | am 
somehow. It doesn't feel like | am. | guess the fur kept me from being cut. Then | realize how hot the 
pavement seems on my bare paws. | look back and see that Izzy is the first one out the window. He quickly 
comes up to me smelling me all over. What is his newfound obsession with fucking sniffing? 

"Duff, are you OK?!" He barks at me seeming genuinely concerned. 

"Yeah, I'm fine. | didn't get cut at all" Then | notice Axl coming through the window. 

"Holy shit Duff, are you OK?," And even his tone sounded worried about me. 

"Yeah, l'm fine," | tell them. 


"Geronimo!!" | can hear Steven barking, then he comes flying from the window. 


Then we hear whimpers. | look up and see Slash attempting to jump up in the window seal. He could reach just 
fine but he couldn't get his back legs up. "I can't get out!" 


"Jump!" Steven calls out. 
‘| am! These stupid poodle legs feel fucking fragile!” 


| go back over to the window. | stick my head inside and grab Slash by the back of the neck and start to pull 


him out. 
"OK, now let go," he uncomfortably says as he comes out the window. | carefully let him go. 
"OK, we're out," Axl says looking around, "so now what do we do?" 


"| don't know," | say. 


"Well | say we go attack a fat stripper," Izzy says. 
"What we need is someone who realizes we are us," Slash says. 


"How do you propose we do that?" Axl asks. "No one can understand us. We can't write. So how do we tell 


anyone who we are. And who could we possibly tell that would believe us?" 


Our thoughts are interrupted by Steven digging through a trash can. "Stevie, what the fuck are you doing?" 
Izzy sighs. 


"lm starving, look at me, lim skin and bones." 
"You're supposed to be, you're a Greyhound," | point out. 
"Oh..Well I'm still hungry. I'm pretty sure there's fried chicken in here. Smells like Kentucky Fried Chicken 


"Fuck the fried chickenll" Axl barks loudly, "We've got bigger fucking problems than eating from a goddamn 


trashcan!" 

"Sorry," Steven lowers his head and moves away from the trashcan. 

"So, how do we tell someone who we are since we can't communicate?" | ask. And nobody has an answer. 
There's a noise from the trashcan Steven had been smelling around. A tabby cat sticks its head out. It sees us 
and scampers out to run away. 

"Catlll" Steven barks and takes up chase. 

"Would you forget that damn cat?!" Axl barks at him, but its too late, Steven is already halfway up the block. 


"Should we follow him?" | ask. 


"Yes," Izzy says and takes up running as well. "Stevie waitl!" But Steven just keeps running and barking and 


disappears around a corner. 
"Fuck he can run!" | laugh. 


"Guys wait up!" | hear Slash calling after us. | guess his dainty poodle feet couldn't carry him as fast as our 


larger feet could. 


We round the corner and finally see that Steven has chased the cat onto the top of a dumpster. He's barking 
nonsense at it and jumping straight up at least three feet in the air trying to get it. "Dude! Why are you 
chasing that cat?!" | ask. 


"| don't know! | saw it run and | just had to chase it! | couldn't stop myself,” he tells us. 
Izzy looks at Axl, "Well, he is a race dog," he says. 


"| am?!" Steven asks perking up his ears. He's not even panting like the rest of us. 
"Greyhounds are the fastest dog," Slash tells him as he pants out of breath having finally caught up to us all. 


"Really?!" Steven asks and seems excited about that. "Thats so cool! What about you guys, what can you do?" 


"Well, besides being huge | don't think a great Dane can do anything. Labs are real smart. Dobermans..," Axl 


quickly interrupts me though before | can say what Dobermans are good at. 


"What does it fucking matter?!" Axl barks, "We have a serious fucking problem! Here you are chasing after 


some stupid fucking cat!!! Fuck the motherfucking catlll" 


"Wait! | think | have an ideal" Izzy suddenly says and we all shut up and look at him. "Come on," he says and 
takes off trotting. Since our options are limited and he seems to actually have an idea we all follow. | don't know 


what his idea is, but at least he fucking has one. 


Dog Writing Skills 
Dog Writing Skills 
Steven's POV 


| | can't really explain why | just had to chase that damn cat. | just couldn't stop myself. Something overtook 
me and | did it without thinking. The guys say l'm the fastest breed of dog | am. They say I'm the kind of dog 
in dog races maybe that has something to do with the vindetta against that cat. | don't think | wanted to 
attack it. | was perfectly content just chasing it. It felt so great to run 


So Izzy says he has a plan. Naturally he's not sharing it though. So he leads us down to Venice Beach. We're 
just walking along the beach. Izzy seems to be looking for something. Don't ask me what. | don't think Axl even 
knows. Then Izzy stops and watches this chick reading a book. | notice that her beach towel says something 
about Hollywood Animal Rescue. | guess that has something to do with Izzy's plan because he goes over in 


front of her and starts dragging his paws in the sand. 


Upon completion | can see that it reads "Help us!" But the chick is so enthralled by her book that she doesn't 


even notice. Izzy barks loudly to get her attention She looks at him and smiles. 


"Are you lost?" Izzy paws at his message in the sand. She looks shocked. "Surely you didn't write that" And 
Izzy barks and then scratches "Yes" in the sand. 


Then she looks around and notices the rest of us. But she has no clue what to make of a dog that can leave 
her messages in the sand "Are all your friends lost too?" Izzy scratches the sand and we all bark. She starts 
to scratch each of us behind the ears. You can't imagine how fucking great it feels. "Well your owners can't be 
far. You all appear to be full blooded breeds. I'm sure they're looking for you right now. I'll keep an eye on you 
until they show up. In the mean time, how'd you guys like to play?" She looks around and finds a stick. She 
throws it out into the water. 


Izzys ears perf up and he breaks and runs for the stick. He fights the waves and gets that damn stick He 
runs back onto the shore and lays it at the chicks feet with a hopeful look that she'll throw it again. Axl just 
sits and watches. Duff does too. Slash sits at the edge of her beach towel Because he's been complaining about 
the sand. And | smell around her picknic basket. | smell ham sandwiches with mayo and Ruffels potato chips. 
Fuck I'm starving. | want to tear into her basket but I'm trying to be polite. 


After Izzy returns a third time Axl barks at him, "What the fuck are you doing? You're not a goddamn dog." 
"| do think we are all dogs Axe. | don't know. | can't stop myself. Its so fun and the water feels great.” 


After several hours the chick speaks petting Slash. "I can't believe your owners haven't come yet. | guess | can 


foster you guys for the night. I'll make out some posters in the morning and see if someone calls. Would that 


be OK?" 
Izzy paws at his yes still written in the sand. 


"Well OK then. I'll stop by a store and pick up some dog food. | have a big fenced in back yard so you should be 


OK until somebody claims you. I'll pick up some leashes so | can take you for walks." 


Well thank god Izzy charmed a dog lover. At least we'll get fed. | wonder if I'll like dog food. But what is this 
chick gonna do when no one claims us? Not many people would adopt five large breed strays. Who knows, 
maybe we'll wake up in the morning and be ourselves again. I'm sure that chick would call the cops if she woke 


up to five naked guys asleep in her back yard. Do you know how you spell awkward? MI. 


So luckily the chick drives a truck. She loads us in the bed and none of us can resist the urge of letting our 
tongues flap in the wind, not even Axl. Her place is very tidy and chick like. She quickly rushes us out her patio 
door and brings us this huge mixing bowl of water. "OK guys, l'm going to go buy you some food and collars 
and leashes. Be good while I'm gone. Please don't dig up my yard" Then she leaves. 


Axl glares at Izzy and snarls showing him his teeth. "So what's the plan now genius?" 
"We're getting fed. She's giving us a place to stay. What the fuck else do you want me to do?" 


"Well the way you were fucking showing off to her with allnthe fetch bullshit it looked like you were trying to 
get adopted. Should | be jealous of that bitch?" 


‘lm a fucking Labrador Axe, give me a break. Swimming and fetching is just what they fucking do. You're a 
gaurd dog so chill. You're just naturally defensive.Even more so as a dog. And | don't think you need to worry 
about some dog loving chick turning my head. | fixed our situation for the night. End of story." 


Dog Food 


Dog Food 

Slash's POV 

It took the dog loving a chick a while to make it back. She came back with a fifty pound bag of dog food, five 
collars and leashes to match. She walks outside to us with the collars in her hands. | guess now she's gonna 
give us each one 

"Well | couldn't help but notice you're all boys so | got the only boy colors they had," she smiles and bends 
down to me with a blue collar and adjusts it around my neck. "You look very handsome in blue." Then she bends 
down to Stevie and slips an orange collar around him and clasps it. "That orange really makes your grey stand 
out. It almost looks silver." Then she leans over Duff and puts a big wide black collar around him. "Oh good, it 
fits. | was afraid | wouldn't be able to find one that fit you." Then she smiles at Axl. "I couldn't resist getting 
this one when | saw it" She puts a bright red collar with metal spikes around his neck. "I knew it would look 
perfect on you.” Surprisingly Axl licks her hand. "And you my master fetcher,” she smiles at Izzy., "| got you 
green. | hope you like it." She stands back looking at us all. "Now you need names. Did you have names before?" 
Izzy trots to a sandy spot in the yard and writes yes again 

"You do have names?" 

Izzy paws at yes again. 

| sure wish you could write them," she sighs and pets Duff's head. 

Izzy digs around the dirt and writes Duff. Then he goes over to Duff and paws at him. 

"Duff? Is his name Duff?" 

Izzy barks once and returns to the dirt. This time he spells Steven. He then rushes to Stevie and paws at him. 
“This is Steven?" 

Then Izzy returns to the dirt and writes my name. He then nudges me. 

"Slash?" 


Returning to the dirt Izzy scratches out Axl's name and points him out to the chick. 


"Axl huh? That suits you. So who are you?" She asks Izzy. 


Izzy spells out his name and barks once. 


"You're Izzy. OK. So we have Duff the great Dane, Slash the poodle, Steven the Greyhound, Axl the Doberman, 
and Izzy the Labrador?" 


Izzy barks once. 

‘Someone must really be missing a dog that can write.Well | didn't know what kind of food you guys normally 
eat so | got you Purina Dog Chow," she says and unlaced the bag. She lays out five aluminum pie pans and fills 
them up with dog food. 

Naturally Stevie is the first one to dive in He crunches through it like he hasn't eaten in a week. He acts like 
it's the best cuisine ever. Duff takes a bite and looks atme. "It's kinda bland," he tells me. Axl and Izzy look at 
each other and get a bite. 

"Well it's no worse than your cooking darlin," Izzy mutters with a mouthful. 

And | just stare at the shit. Seriously, | could just wait for human food when | get back into my human form. 
"BE polite you dick," Axl snarls at me. | bend down and pick up a single nugget. It tasted like fucking corn and 
very faint beef bouillon cubes. To me, the shit was nasty and frankly, I'd rather have Axls shitty cooking. 
"What's the matter Slash? You don't like it?" 

And all | can do is sit on my fuzzy ass and stare at this plate of dog food. Fuck dog food. I'd rather eat from a 
dumpster. | can't believe they're all eating this bullshit. | know it's the polite thing to do, but if | eat this stuff 
l'm gonna puke everywhere. If | could talk I'd politely thank her but say no thank-you. 

"I bet you're home sick aren't you?" She asks me and scratches my head. It feels pretty good. And for some 
reason my dick is twitching. I'm not attracted to the chick as a dog but that scratching shit is orgasmically 
blissful. "Maybe | have some scraps in the fridge. I'll go check," she says and gets up to go in. 

"You are such a fucking prissy poodle," Axl says crunching his food. 

"Yeah, you too good to eat like the rest of us?" Steven asks me. 

"lim not a fucking dog!" | snap. 

For all intents and purposes you are," Izzy crunches, "get with the program: 


"Well I'm so sorry | can't fetch or write or suck up to this chick Like you." 


"Then be fucking cute, is that too much to ask?!" Axl growls. 


"You have to admit," Duff tells me, "you are pretty fucking adorable as a poodle." 


"Fuck you you goddamn horse. Fine you want me to eat this shit, fine.” | take another bite, "Mmmmm, just like 
grandma used to make." 


Doggie bed 
Doggie Bed 
Axl's POV 


| guess | should have been more thankful. | wasn't out sleeping in the streets. Nor was | going hungry. | admit, 
dog food wouldn't have been my meal of choice, but honestly, it wasn't so bad. l'm not hungry anyway. Besides 
that, | look awesome in this collar, if | do say so myself. l'm thankful to the tree hugging chick who brought us 
home. However, I'd like to bite her, just once. | hear what you're saying, | do, but you just can't see the way 
she's all over Izzy. She had definitely chosen him as her favorite out of us all, but who wouldn't want a dog 


that can write? 


Izzy's showing off to this chick like he wants her to adopt us. | think Izzy is perfectly fine with being a dog. | 
guess it does suit him, but he's not a dog! None of us are! And we have to figure out a way to turn ourselves 
back into humans. The secret lie with the fat stripper But | don't know how to get to her as a fucking dog. I'm 
finding it frustrating not being able to communicate with my own kind. And why the hell can Izzy write? He's 
got the worst penmanship of us alll 


And why doesn't. Izzy just write this chick the message? Why doesn't he just tell her that we're not fucking 
dogs? Maybe then she could really be of some help. She could drag the fat stripper out of the Cathouse. Then 
we could respectively sink our teeth into her. That fucking cunt! | can't believe she did this to us. As if it's our 
fault she's overweight and not attractive. She could diet if she fucking wanted to. 


l'm a singer. And l'm a goddamn good one! | don't have time to waste being a furry four legged goddamn dog! | 
can't bark songs! And none of the guys can play instruments with fucking paws! Fuck! How the hell does 
something like this even fucking happen? Shit like this just doesn't normally happen to people! | guess it figures 
that something uncommon happens to me. It seems to be the story of my fucking life. 


Stevie is barking in his sleep and it kinda sounds like a dog drowning. His toes are twitching. Duff's laid out on 
the bathroom floor and taking up the entire thing. Slash is curled into a little ball on top of this chicks dirty 
clothes. I'm on the floor next to the bed. And where's Izzy you might ask? He's in the bed and the chick is 


using him as a pillow. That fucker! l'm on a fucking floor and he's twined up with some chick! 

| stand up and rest my nose on the edge of the bed looking up at them. I'm not sure what I'm smelling but 
something about the chick makes me do a double shift. It's an appealing smell but | don't really understand it. 
Nor have | ever smelled anything like it. | nudge Izzy's back a few times. He drowsily looks over his shoulder at 
me. | didn't need to tell him | didn’t like this. He knows perfectly well already. 


"You should get some sleep," he softly says to me in dog noises. 


"Easy for you to say, you're not the one on a fucking floor.” 


"Then get up here," he says so casually, like he's not doing anything wrong 
"Yeah right. Want me to have a front row seat huh?" 

Izzy yawns, "Unless she's into beastiality | don't think that's something you need to worry about! 

Fucking easy one for him to say, dont you think. He's up there drooling on this bitches pillow and he thinks | 


have nothing to worry about? He's basically found a fucking home! | just can't shake the feeling that this chick 


will be bad news for us. | hope I'm wrong, but | bet l'm not. 


Dog Sitter 
Dog Sitter 
Steven's POV 


| woke up before everyone else because | was hungry. | find that as a dog | stay hungry. | think it's because 
l'm such a skinny ass Greyhound. Unfortunately Izzy's new dog loving pet has everything put up in places | 
can't get to. | bet Duff could reach that bag of chips on top of her fridge. | let out a little whine and lay back 


down on the floor. 


A few hours later | can see the chick starting to stir. She's used Izzy as a pillow all night. She wakes up 
petting him. And Izzy looks like he's eating it up. At one point he's kicking his leg. Wow, | wonder if getting 
petted really feels that good? | can see Axl's head slowly raise and watch them. Luckily the chick decides to 
pet Axl as well. I'm not sure that | trust Axl with an inch long set of canines. This chick has no idea how 


dangerous it is to her to be giving Izzy so much attention? 


So after some more petting, scratching, and cooing baby talk the chick decides to get up. She refills each of 
our bowls and we chow down. Slash though claims to be full still. | know better. He just doesn't want to eat 
more dog food! | don't know why he's not trying to go with this thing. Being a dog is actually a little kick ass. 


"Ok guys," the chick smiles, "time to make some posters and hopefully find your owners," she takes a picture 
of Axl. Then she gets pictures of all of us. 


She sits down at her desk and starts writing out individual posters for each of us. Then she tapes our 
pictures to the fliers. She hooks a leash to each of our collars and leads us outside. Slash keeps getting twisted 
up in his leash and complaining about us crowding him. Axl keeps snarling at his every whimper. Duff tries to 
coach him on how to walk and not get tangled. And Izzy walks like some sort of pro. He keeps glancing up at the 
chick to make sure he stays in step with her. 


She starts stapling the mugshots of as as missing dogs on every few light poles and trees. | don't think anyone 
could miss them. But then again, nobody is going to claim us because we aren't anyone's missing dogs. This 
kinda reminds me of the nights we post fliers. Don't guess we have to worry about any rival bands covering 


up these posters. Not that it matters if they did. Again, nobody's missing us here. 


So after a few hours we're out of posters and we're panting. It sucks being stuck in a fur coat in summer 
that you can't take off. But Slash in all his poodle fur seems to be the hottest, despite having a short cut on 
most of him. Izzy looks pretty hot too in black. He has foam around his mouth and his tongue is hanging to the 
side. Axl sits every chance he gets because his fur is pretty dark too. I'm grey so I'm not as good off as Duff 
who is mostly white. 


"Ok guys, that's all the posters," the chick says and smiles down at us. "Let's get you guys out of this sun 


You look like you're all pretty thirsty.” 


Yeah, | was thirsty alright, but I'd rather have a nice cold beer. Some smack would be great too. Fortunately in 
this dog body I'm not going into withdrawal symptoms like | would if | were still human | assume Slash and Izzy 
aren't either. That's definitely a plus as far as all this being turned into a dog shit goes. But god knows I'd still 
like it. Right now I'd settle for a shot of whiskey in my water. 


"Well now we just have to wait for your owners to call. 'm sure it will be no time at all. You're all such good 
boys," she coos giving each of us a scratch. "How could anyone not miss such good boys?" Good boys? Us? 
Clearly she doesn't know us. There's probably tons of adjectives to describe us, probably a few colorful 


adverbs too, but ‘good usually wasn't one of them. 


Glad she's so positive, but it ain't happening lady. | wonder what she'll do when no body calls back? And being 
under her watchful eye makes it impossible to find the fat stripper who did this to us. We can't very well 
change back when she's the only one who knows how to change us back and we can't ask. | mean come on, we 


can't just stay dogs forever.Can we? 


